ST. MICHAEL  THE WEIGHER         273

And with commissioned talons wrench

From thy supplanter's grimy clench

His sheath of steel, his wings of smoke and flame ?

This shall the pleased eyes of our children see;
For this the stars of God long even as we;
Earth listens for his wings : tlfe Fates
Expectant lean ; Faith cross-propt waits,
And the tired waves of Thought's insurgent sea*

ST. MICHAEL THE WEIGHER

STOOD the tall Archangel weighing
All man's dreaming, doing, saying,
All the failure and the pain,
All the triumph and the gain,
In the unimagined years,
Full of hopes, more full of tears,
Since old Adam's hopeless eyes
Backward searched for Paradise,
And, instead, the flame-blade saw
Of inexorable Law.

Waking, I beheld him there,
With his fire-gold, flickering hair,
In his blinding armor stand,
And the scales were in his hand :
Mighty were they, and full well
They could poise both heaven and hell.
" Angel," asked I humbly then,
" Weighest thou the souls of men ?